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And lightly does the whisper fall;
c 'Tis hard for thee to fathom this;
I triumph in conclusive bliss,
And that serene result of all. *
So hold I commerce with tbe dead;
Or so methinks the dead would say;
Or so shall grief with symbols play,
And pining life be fancy-fed.
Now looking to some settled end,
That these things pass^ and I shall prove
A meeting somewhere, love with love,
I crave your pardon, O my friend ;
If not so fresh, with love as true,
I, clasping brother-hands, aver
I could not, if I would, transfer
The whole I felt for him to you.
For which be they that hold apart
The promise of the golden hours ?
First love, first friendship, equal powers
That marry with the virgin heart.
Still mine that cannot but deplore,
That beats within a lonely place,
That yet remembers his embrace,
But at his footstep leaps no more,
My heart,, tho' widow'd, may not rest
Quite in the love of what is gone,
But seeks to beat in time with one
That warms another living breast.
Ah, take the imperfect gift I bring,
Knowing the primrose yet is dear,
The primrose of the later year,
As not unlike to that of Spring.
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